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LA MAUVAISE RICHE. 
_—_ Seo 


: By ALGERNON BLACKWOOD. 

If seeing is believing the story, of course, is justified, and stands 
foursquare as a fact, for certainly both my cousin and myself saw 
the thing as clearly as we saw the village church and the wooded 
mountains beyond, which were its background. There may, how- 
ever, be other explanations, and my cousin, who is something of 
a psychologist, availed himself volubly of the occasion to ride his 
pet hobby. He easily riddled the saving that secing is believing, 
while I listened as patiently as possible. Although no psychologist 
myself, J knew that the phrase was as inadequate as most other 
generalisations. Indeed, there is no commoner act of magic in 
daily life than that of sight, by which the mind projects into the 
air an image, translated objectively from a sensation in the brain 
caused by light irritati optic nerve. ‘‘ The picture on the 
retina, upside down, any’ ,”? he kept telling me afterwards, ** is 
not the object itself that throws off the light-rays, is it? You never 
see the actual object, do you? You're merely playing with an 
image, eh? It's pure image-ination, don’t you sec? It's simple 
ae the magic that every denies.”’ i 

fet, somehow, nothing he could offer by way of explanation 
satisfied me. The question form of his sentences, moreover, irri- 
tated. I rather clung to ‘‘ seeing is believing,’’ and I think in his 
heart he did the same, for all his cloud of words. : 

It was evening, and the summer dusk was falling, as we 
tramped in silence up the hill towards the village where my cousin, 
with his wife and children, occupy the upper part of an old chilet. 
We had been climbing Jura cliffs all day; it had been arduous, 
exciting work, and we both were tired out. 
since ceased; our legs moved mechanically, and we both devoutly 
wished we were at home. ‘‘ Ah, there’s the cemetery at last,”’ he 
sighed, as the landmark near the village came into view. |" Thank 
goodness !"” and I was-too weary even to make the obvious com- 
mentary. The relief of lying down seemed in his mind. With a 
grunt by way of reply I glanced carelessly at the rough stone-wall 


surrounding the ugly patch cut squarely from the vineyards, and at 
the formal pines 


and larches that stood, plume-like, among the 
‘Old mére Corbillard is safe and snug in her 
** he added, as we passed the painted iron-gate, 


moment “‘Tazie,”’ he cried, 


stopping short, ‘' what are you doing again in there? You know ; pas 
your ieaber forbade you to go any more. What a naughty, dis- | savin 


obedient child you are!" 
child to come out. a 
whit afraid. He scolded her a little. 


and they congratula 
stopped in time. 

The incident was slight enough. The imagination of the back- | 
ward child, perhaps a little morbidly inclined owing to her love of | 


| 
the core of it. | 


Conversation had long | 


There was relief in his tone, but 2° of peat smoke traced their cinoma g 


THE WESTMINSTER GAZETTE, 
IN THE TRENCHES. 


DISESTABLISHMENT ATTACK. 


| _ There followed forty-eight hours of soaking rain that kept us 
all indoors, and alter it a day of cloudless sunshine that made 
everybody happy. We romped and played with the children, basked 
in the delicious heat, and were generally full of active mischief. 
Mother, mending stockings and trying to write letters, had a sorry 
| time of it. But joy and forgiveness ruled the day, and one was 
| ashamed to feel vexation at anvthing with such a ‘sun in the 
‘heavens. Only Izzie, I noticed, kept apart; she was listless and in- 
different, joining in no games; her thin, pale face, in contrast to the 
strange brilliance of her eves, was evi to me of some force 
busily at work within. But she kept it fairly well concealed; it 
seemed natural for ter to moon about alone; | think no one else 
' noticed that her behaviour was more marked than usual. With the 
cunning of the slow-witted she avoided me in pasticular, é 
| that I was ready to make advances. She divined that J understood, 
Hiding my pu as well as possible, I kept her closely under 
observation, after supper, when she strolled off alone down the 
road between the vineyards, I called to Daddy to come and have a 
pipe. We followed her. The moment we ht her up she turned 
‘and took her place as usual, an arm toeach. How tall she seemed; 
i she almost topped her father She kept silence, merely walking in 
step with us, and holding us rather close I thought, as h on 
| of our presence she had started alone. t 
' Daddy made efforts to draw her into conversation—éfforts that 
failed utterly. For my part, I let her be, content to keep her arm 
' firmly in my own, for there was very strong in me the feeling that I 
| must protect and watch, guarding her from something that she 
‘feared yet was unable to resist. We talked across her, I guiding 
the conversation towards fun, and she was so tall that we had to 
stoop and lean forward to see each other's {aces. 
Hot sun had dried the road up, and the evening was still and 
| peaceful. We paced slowly to and fro, beatae: | always at the vil- 
, lage fountain, and again at the crest of the hill where the descent 
‘went steeply towards the cemetery. And here, at each carne: 
' Izzie lingered a moment and looked down the hill. I felt ibly 
‘the dragging on my arm. Once, at the fountain, | made to follow 
| the road through the village. ‘‘ No,’’ said the child, with decision 
| I disliked intensely, ‘* let's go back again,” and we obeyed meekly. 
‘* Little tvrant,”’ said her unobservant father. 
| The mountains rose in a wall of shadow, their ridges 
| outlined against a fading sky of gold and crimson. Thin columns 
across it faintly, then melted 
labourers from the vineyards 
$, taking their hats off, and 
Ve knew them all. Izzie 


‘out. From time to time a group 


of 

: jectii th of an gleamed faint! 
rowed, and projecting tec an aged wom Cann . ly 
her sinister 


her too. is lips were parted, his ri f 
clenched. 1 ht he was going to strike, but ins Sree, 
himself violently , he sprang to one side with an expression 


shadow—towards the cemeter: ‘et the figure we wa an 
instant before starting in frantic pursuit was oy 


ild long before 
ing, white and frightened, 
to her alarmed mother 


It was not tlie first time; 
Mother 
hich is unlikely, 


a variety 
or felt. We, 
volunteered a 
oaly 
of 
time. ly eousin’s 
the horror, however, coincided with my own. 
that. He had been aware of no uneasy sensations 
viously, as 1 had cone Telepathy, — Fai : 
finally decided on. ‘It covers more ground the word ‘ posses- 
sion,’ and has besides,”’ as he eaid, “ a sost of eciestiéc soucd. 
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